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question. A number of world prophecies uttered by him
that June day in 1936 have already come to pass.
"I leave you now, beloved one!" At these words I felt
Master melting away within my encircling arms.
"My child/' his voice rang out, vibrating into my very
soul-j5nnament, "whenever you enter the door of nr'rfc-
kdpa samadhi and call on me, I 'shall come to you in
flesh and blood, even as today".
With this celestial promise Sri Yukteswar vanished from
my sight. A cloud-voice repeated in musical thunder:
*Tell all! Whosoever knows by rdrbikdpa realization that
your earth is a dream of God can come to the finer
dream-created planet of Hiranyaloka, and there find me
resurrected in a body exactly like my earthly one. Yoga-
nanda, tell all!"
Gone was the sorrow of parting. The pity and grief for
his death, long robber of my peace, now fled ii\ stark
shame. Bliss poured forth like a fountain through efcd-
less, newly opened soul pores. Anciently clogged with dis-
use, they now widened in purity at the driving flood of
ecstasy. My former incarnations appeared before my
inward eye in motion-picturelike sequence. Good and
bad karma of the past was dissolved in the cosmic light
shed around me by Master's divine visit.
In this chapter of my autobiography I have obeyed my
guru's behest and spread the glad tidings, though they
confound once more an incurious generation. Grovelling,,
man knows well; despair is seldom alien; yet these are
perversities, no part of man's true lot The day he wills,
he is set on the path to freedom. Too long has he
hearkened to the dank pessimism of his "dust-thou-art"
counsellors, heedless of the unconquerable soul.
I was not the only one privileged to behold the Re-
surrected Guru.
One of Sri Yukteswar's chelas was an aged woman,,
affectionately known as Ma (Mother), whose home was
close to the Pun hermitage. Master had often stopped to
chat with her during his morning walk. On the evening
of March 16, 1936, Ma arrived at the ashram and asked
to see her guru.
"Why, Master died a week ago!" Swami Sebananda*
now in charge of the Puri hermitage, looked at her sadly*